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Meaning 


Author's Notes: 


It\'s an odd one, but that\'s what the muses gave me for this one. Hopefully you\'ll like it, Lia :) 


JR RRR 
Marko saw it happen 
One minute Henkka was hammering away on his keyboard and the next on the ground. 


Elias tossed his guitar to Tero and ran for the other side of the stage. Tony managed to beat him, kneeling 
down beside Henkka's body, groping around for a pulse. 


Marko just stood there. 


Tears formed in Tony's eyes, shaking his head back and forth with each passing second. Elias leaned against 


Tony's body and asked what. 


Tommy, now untangled from his drum set, appeared to the left of Tony. He brushed the arrant hair off 


Henkka's face and frowned. 
Marko still stood there. 


Ahti raced from the front of house mixer in the middle of the audience to the stage. He skipped steps to get 


to Tony and asked what was wrong. 


Punky raised the house lights and announced the show was over. The stunned crowd didn't move, unsure of 


what was taking place on stage. 


Tony buried his face into Elias' neck, breathless sobs choking from his lips. Tommy leaned against Tony, hands 
shaking on his lap. 


Marko stared down at the scene before him, his bass hanging limply around his body and arms drawn tight to 
his sides. 


The crowd parted like the Red Sea, opening up for the medics to reach the stage. 
Elias pulled Tony and Tommy away from the body. Ahti told the medics what happened. 


The two medics placed Henkka's body on the stretcher. One of them touched Henkka's neck just to be sure 
before placing a white sheet over the body and rolled it away. 


Marko's eyes tracked Henkka's form under the sheet, his brain unable to comprehend what he was seeing. Once 
they were out of sight, he fell to his knees. The bass headstock banged on the stage, making an ominous boom 
just before Marko collapsed to the ground. 


FEKE EE KK 


Tears rolled down Tony's face, the last rites being delivered in front of him. The priest droned on about 
salvation and such, but Tony wasn't listening. He didn't want to listen, he just wanted Henkka back. 


Elias' arms tightened around Tony's waist, pulling him closer. Tony closed his eyes and let himself be held. 


Tommy leaned against Punky and sighed. Punky's frown etched permanently into his face, having had it since 
that night. 


No one could forget that night, not even Ahti who watch all four men in silence. 


But there was one missing, and he hadn't been seen for days. 


Through the madness of the crowds and the dizziness of watching his best friend and bandmate get wheeled 
away, Marko just disappeared without a trace. His girlfriend didn't know where he was, his parents were at a 
loss to find out where their son had gone to. 


Not even Tony knew where he was. And it frightened him. Had Marko hurt himself and now laid in some field 


dying? Had Marko hurt someone else and was in jail for his crime? There were no answers, only questions. 


That is, until the back doors crashed open. The heavy wooden doors bounced off the door frame sides and 
almost closed on the solitary figure standing in the middle of them. 


Tony gasped, and watched the figure walk down the passageway, holding a bottle of vodka in one hand. Marko's 
girlfriend's eyes widened at the sight of her disheveled boyfriend. 


Marko's body slumped as he shuffled down the path, eyes locking on the coffin atop the alter. 
Ahti tried to grab Marko by the arm as he passed, but missed by inches. Not that Marko would have let him. 


Marko's path was clear from the start. Everyone knew he was headed for Henkka, only a fool would have tried 


to stop him now. 


The priest moved away and Marko stopped in front of the coffin. He sighed and placed the vodka bottle inside, 
propping it up in Henkka's dead hands. 


Marko licked his lips, but said nothing. He reached out and brushed the side of Henkka's pale face with the 
backside of his hand. Tears that he tried to hold in, came pouring out like a dam had been smashed open. 
Fingers sought out and stopped over Henkka's heart, stroking the black suit underneath. His dirty head laid down 


on Henkka's chest, eyes closing for one last time. 


Words, words that had never been spoken to anyone, escaped his lips before he fell to the ground. The words 


‘| love you" echoed in the silent church, wrapping around every person in attendance. 
Marko's body slipped to the ground and laid there until the medics came to take him away. 
FEKE KEK 


"Make. Make? Make!" 


Marko groaned and stopped thrashing under the bed covers. His trembling hands covered his face, a violent 


shudder rocked through his body. 


"You ok?" 


Marko's hands froze on his face. That voice. He knew that voice. 

"Make? Dammit, answer mel!" 

Marko slowly removed his hands and turned his head. The blue of his eyes widened in shock. 
"What's the matter? You look like you've seen a ghost?" 


Marko reached out and touched the voice in the dark. The warmth of the skin underneath his fingers caused a 
smile to tug at his lips. 


"Make? What's going on? What the hell happened in your dream?" 

Marko stopped stroking. He mouthed the word "dream" and stared up. 

"Yeah, it was a dream. Whatever it was, it never happened 

Marko launched into Henkka's arms and held him close. 

Henkka snorted and petted Marko's messy hair. "You're not making any sense, but I'm all for the snuggling.” 


Marko released one arm and placed his hand over Henkka's heart. A gentle "thump thump" beat under his 
fingers. He sighed and snuggled under Henkka's chin. 


Henkka shrugged and stared down at Marko. "You gonna tell me what happened in your dream?" 
Marko shuddered, but said nothing in response. 

Henkka sighed and stroked Marko's head as it rose and fell in time to his breathing, "That good, huh?" 
Marko bit his lip and closed his eyes. "It was awful” 

"Yeah, | felt you moving around in bed. That's why | woke you up" 

‘Mmmm, makes sense," mumbled Marko. 

Henkka smiled "Get some sleep, you look like you need it after that! 

Marko nodded on Henkka's chest and tried to fall sleep 

"Henkka?" 


Henkka groaned and closed his eyes. "Yeah?" 


"| love you." 
Henkka's eyes opened and he glanced down at Marko. "Did..did you just say what | think you just said?" 


Marko didn't answer. Instead he snored against Henkka's chest, finally at peace. 


